THIS END.
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An incessant restlessness possessed him ; distress for breath rendered night and day miserable. No medical skill, no loving devotion, gave relief. In the moments when suffering permitted he wns fully himself; affectionate, loyal to the best faith of his earlier time, glad to see his friends, more than glad to see those Avho revived in him the recollection of his heroic days. The nature of his disease forbade his saying much ; but what he did say out of a clear mind was quite worthy of himself. After he abandoned the religious beliefs of his youth he never returned to them, never deplored their absence, though a copy of the hymns of Dr. Watts lay on his study table for use. He loved life, but had no dread of death. He feared pain, but knew how to bear it. He clung to his friends, and his friends did not forsake him. He depended on the care of his wife, and it was lavished on him to the last. In his closing hours he called for no other support from without. He died on the 4th of July, 1880. The news of his death reached many before the news of his sickness, for his daily existence had long been uneventful, and only those nearest to him were at all aware of his condition. The distress incidental to a recumbent position made his bed nnwelcome. Even when mortally ill he preferred a eitting posture; and this conveyed an idea that